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Chapter One


Whoa...


Deedra
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“I’ll get the rest of this, Pat. I’ll meet you in the van.”

“If you’re sure.” Pat grabbed the large bag filled with camera equipment and headed out the front door.

I was riding on a high from the awesome announcement Queenie just made, and then, to watch firsthand when she found her happy ending, was downright euphoric.

“You need some help?”

“Uh, Kimber, right?” I asked.

Kimber nodded. “That would be me. I can’t really help you since I’m holding Gun-Gun while his parents get it on over there, but I can get one of the guys to help.” She nodded to where Queenie and Sledge were pretty much getting it on with their clothes on. MC’s man, they didn’t really have much shame.

“Oh, uh, no. It’s really okay.” All I needed to do was finish packing up and head out. It would just take me a little bit.

“Nonsense,” she scoffed. “All of these beefcakes wandering around need a little something to do.”

I grimaced and shrugged. I could have used some help, but I didn’t absolutely need it. I crouched down to load the extra camera lenses into the bag.

“Yo, Point!” she shouted. “Come help.”

I froze at the familiar but not common name she yelled.

Nope. It couldn’t be him.

No way. No how. 

It was not my Point.

I kept my head down and tried to quickly cram everything into the bag. Scuffed motorcycle boots stopped in front of me, and then, I was face to face with my past.

“Deedra?”

“Uh, Point,” I gasped. How? What in the hell?

“Uh, do you two know each other?” Kimber asked.

Point’s eyes connected with mine, and I was transported to another place and time. A place where the next words out of his mouth didn’t cut a hole straight through me.

“Deedra is my...wife.”

Kimber gasped. “What the fuck?”

“What are you doing here?” I asked Point. I shoved the remaining equipment in the bag and stood. The last time I had seen Point, he had been in Indiana. Over three hundred miles away from here.

Kimber waved her hand. “Did you not hear my fuck? Maybe ‘what the fuckity-fuck’ is more fitting.”

“Don’t swear with the kid in your arms, Kimber,” Point scolded.

Kimber rolled her eyes. “Well, if you wouldn’t drop a nuclear bomb on me, I wouldn’t need to pull out the fuckity-fucks.”

I grabbed the strap of the duffel bag and hoisted it on my shoulder. I couldn’t do this right now. Hell, I could barely talk to Point about this three years ago. “I better get going. Pat is waiting for me.”

“Who’s Pat?” Kimber and Point asked in unison.

“Uh, my guy.” I cringed. “I mean, my guy who helps me.” That still didn’t sound any better. 

“She’s your wife, Point, but she’s got a guy.” Kimber looked at my bag. “A guy who isn’t you.”

“We just work together.” I didn’t know why I was trying to defend myself. It shouldn’t matter if Point thought I was with a guy, right? We were long over. “Keep an eye on the news tomorrow. The story should be live then.” 

If I distracted them with the news story about Queenie and Gunner, then I could get the hell out of here.

“Where do you live?” Kimber blurted. “Ya know, I feel we could be, uh, friends, and well, we have this Book Club thing. It’s more like Petra reads while the rest of us drink, but it’s fun. You could join us. Please.” She wiggled her eyebrows. “Lots of drinks.”

“Kimber,” Point rumbled.

He was pissed. It had been three years since I heard his voice, but I remember that low rumble he emanated when he was annoyed or angry. 

“What?” Kimber hissed. “You guys have your little club. There isn’t one reason why I can’t recruit girls for Book Club. It’s not like you’re invited to it or anything.” She huffed and rolled her eyes. “And it’s not like we’re killing anyone either. It’s books and drinks, Point.”

Point folded his arms over his chest. “Pretty sure your little Book Club is nothing like the Kings of Vengeance. If that were the case we’d all be in jail.”

I took a step back. This was possibly my chance to escape. I wasn’t much of a runner, but I wasn’t opposed to sprinting out the door if it meant I didn’t have to torture myself by being this close to Point. I had been the one to leave, but that didn’t mean it hadn’t hurt when I closed the door on us.

Point’s focus was on Kimber, but he raised his finger at me. “You stay there.”

I froze. “Uh, why?” I whispered. Staying didn’t seem like the right choice to me. Leaving looked pretty damn good. Pretty sure it was better for everyone if I just skedaddled away.

“Because I want to know what the hell you’re doing here,” he growled.

I tipped my head to the side. “Uh, you mean the clubhouse or just in general?” I mean, he knew why I was in the clubhouse, right? 

“Deedra,” he grunted. His eyes connected with mine. “I see your sass is still present.”

Well, hell, if that didn’t transport me back to lying in bed with Point when my sassiness tiptoed over the line of cute into me getting my ass spanked. “I have to get back to work. I can’t stand around here all day.” 

I needed to work on getting the story in order and then look for my next lead. And see about running far, far away.

“Damn,” Kimber gasped. She fanned her face with her hand and sighed. “Y’all are like a sexy soap opera right now. I can feel the sexy, smoldering tension in the air.”

“No,” Point and I replied in unison.

“There is no smoldering between us,” I insisted. There couldn’t be. My heart couldn’t handle Point taking up residency again. “It’s been three years.” Three years of me trying to erase any memory of Point. I thought it had worked, but having him standing here I knew I was far from forgetting about him.

“Right,” Kimber drawled. 

“I really need to go,” I muttered. My brain couldn’t process everything going on. Kimber’s running commentary on it also wasn’t helpful.

“We need to talk,” Point insisted.

I shook my head. “No, we don’t. Not right now. If you really want to talk to me, Queenie has my number.” I bolted from the clubhouse like hellhounds were on my heels and beelined for the news van.

I didn’t know what to say to Point. I was resigned to the fact that I would never see or talk to him again. Suddenly, he was right in front of me, and I did the only thing I could. 

I fled.

“Whoa,” Pat called. “Where’s the fire?”

I threw open the sliding door for to the van, tossed in the camera bag, and slammed it shut. “No fire. Just eager to get back to the studio to work on the piece.” Liar.

Pat closed the back hatch and leisurely walked to the driver’s door.

I ducked into the passenger seat and impatiently waited for Pat to get his ass in the van. He was moving like molasses in January. 

“Let’s go, Pat,” I urged. “If we hurry, we can get this done before the end of the day.”

Pat slid onto the seat and stuck the key in the ignition. “If we get it done today, what are we going to do tomorrow?”

I shrugged and glanced at the entrance to the clubhouse. I had about fifteen seconds before Point flew out the front door and dragged me out of the van. “There’s always another story waiting for us, Pat. You know that. The news waits for no one.”

Pat scoffed and shifted into the drive. “Only because you’re always looking for the next story. A year ago, before you blew into the studio, it was a miracle if Tim and I covered more than three stories a week.”

I rolled my eyes and pulled my seatbelt over me. “And that is why Tim no longer works at KDJT. You aren’t really doing your job if you’re not delivering the news every day.” From what I had heard Pat was close to being out the door along with Tim, but he thankfully kicked it into gear when I was hired. He fed off of who he was working with. Tim was less than motivated while I ran circles around the station looking for my next lead.

Pat rolled to a stop at the edge of the driveway.

I turned in my seat and caught a glimpse of Point storming out of the clubhouse.

Oh, shit.

“You want to grab lunch?” he asked.

I nodded vigorously. “Yes, totally. Let’s go. Now.” I would have agreed to jump into the pits of hell if it meant we got the hell out of there.

Pat chuckled and turned right.

Point stopped in the middle of the driveway and folded his arms over his chest. My eyes connected with his, and a shiver ran through my body.

That might have been the first time I had seen Point in three years, but something told me it wouldn’t be the last.

I sighed and relaxed into my seat.

Point was my past.

Though it looked like my past wasn’t in my rearview like I thought.

Point was back in my face, and I knew I couldn’t run from him forever.

*
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Chapter Two


Fool...


Point
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“Stop staring at me.”

Kimber snapped her gum. “Not staring.”

“Babe,” Quinn growled.

“Don’t babe me, Quinn. I want answers, and Pointy is going to give them to me,” she insisted. “I haven’t told Fancy, Petra, or Queenie anything yet because I want to be able to give them the whole rundown, and I can’t do that if Pointy doesn’t give me the details.” She crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot.

I grabbed a beer from the fridge. “There’s nothing to tell. No details.” Not one damn thing to say.

“Right,” Kimber drawled. “Nothing to tell about you being married to the pretty news anchor and the fireworks that went off between you two.”

I popped the top on the beer and slammed the fridge. “There are no fireworks between Deedra and me.” Three years ago, there had been, but Deedra squashed the hell out of them when she walked out the door. “All of that is in the past.”

“But you’re still married?” Kimber asked.

I shrugged. “Legally, yeah. She never got around to filing the paperwork yet.” 

When Deedra left, I had told her if she wanted a divorce, she was going to be the one to initiate it. I didn’t want it, so I wasn’t going to be the one to do all the work. Petty, but I was pissed off. Deedra hadn’t even offered me a chance to fix things or to give her a reason to stay. She was just gone.

“So, you’re married, but you’re here.” Kimber cleared her throat. “Living the biker life.”

“Kimber,” Quinn growled. “This isn’t any of your business,” he warned.

“Quinn,” she whined. “I don’t know Deedra, but there is a girl code I need to abide by.”

“I gave that woman the world, and she threw it in my face, Kimber. The girl code you speak of went out the window when she left her ring on the kitchen table with a note telling me she couldn’t stand to live with me anymore.” I chugged my beer and crushed the empty can in my hand. “Go tell your girls that and leave me alone.” I didn’t want to hang around to hear Kimber try to talk up Deedra. She didn’t know her like I did.

I pushed off the counter and stalked through the common room. 

“Where you going?” Quinn called.

“Fucking out,” I growled. I walked out, tossed the crushed can in the dirt by the front door, and climbed on my bike.

For the second time in three years, I had watched my wife drive away from me. I didn’t need Kimber grilling me and insinuating that I was the reason why my marriage didn’t work, that I was the one who walked out.

Bull-fucking-shit.

Deedra was all I had three years ago. And then I had nothing but a bottle of whiskey. She left me, and I thankfully found the Kings of Vengeance when I was at my lowest.

The second I realized it was her; all of the feelings I thought had disappeared came roaring back. It was easy to convince yourself that you didn’t love someone anymore when you never saw them. But just a half a second of staring into Deedra’s hazy gray eyes was all it took for my heart to drop to my stomach...and I knew I still loved her. The woman who had stomped on my heart still owned me.

Fucking hell.

I cranked up my bike, knocked up the kickstand, and roared out of the parking lot.

My mind hated Deedra, but my heart still loved her.

I was a fucking fool.

*
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Deedra
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I grabbed the sweatshirt from the back of my closet and pulled shut the door.

The dark, faded brown, soft fabric felt like home in my hands.

Every night for two years, I slept like a baby in this sweatshirt. Point always gave me hell about stealing it from him, but he never took it away from me.

It had been petty of me to take it with me when I left, but I couldn’t part with it. Forcing myself to leave Point had been bad enough, but I couldn’t lose every part of him.

Those first few months after I left, I wore this thing all of the time. After a while, I weened myself from it, but I didn’t get rid of it. I couldn’t bear to. It was worn out and not even the same dark shade of brown it had been when I stole it from Point, and it had been over a year since I had actually held it in my hands. But I hadn’t been able to throw it away.
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